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“Hey, what's anorexia?” “It means you get wasted.” “Oh.” 3 Pic: JOE STEVENS 


THIN LIZZY Johnny 
The Fox (Vertigo) 


TRUST NME to always 
kick a man when he’s up. 

In the long run it’s possible 
this may seem a better album 
than “Jailbreak”, but, from 
where I’m sitting, “Johnny The 
Fox” is a disappointment. 

Certainly it’s more consis- 
tent than the last LP, but no 
track has yet got to me like 
“The Boys Are Back In 
Town”, “Cowboy Song” or 
“Running Back”. 

We open up in fine Lizzy 
Style, taut bass-heavy riffs 
snapping under the violent tale 
of “Johnny”, an excellent 
performance of an unambiti- 
ous, catchy rocker, John 
Alcock’s production tougher 
than of “Jailbreak”. Next 
track, ‘‘Rocky”, is a writhing, 
Taucous song. well played” 
again but unmemorable. 

“Borderline” is a dolorous, 
swaying ballad, pretty nice, 
and “Don’t Believe A Word” 
is another neat lightrocker. 
But the best track on the side is 
the melodic mid-tempo “‘Fool’s 
Gold”, lovely running vocal 
lines and dense, casually poetic 
words that run into a measured 
| chorus with a pleasant dual 
guitar hook. 

Flipping it over, there's 
“Johnny The Fox Meets 
Jimmy The Weed”, good jive- 
ass music accompanying a poor 
jive-ass song, followed by the 
mournful “Old Flame”, a 
warm, well*constructed 
number with slightly maudlin 
lyrics and a burbling guitar 
break that runs through some 
phrases that sound pretty odd 
till you get used to it. 

“Massacre” is this album's 
“Emerald”, an aggressive, 
scuffling piece with great, 
_ echoed singing and thunderous 
post-Wishbone Ash riffing. 

“Sweet Marie” is based 
around a major seventh which 
pushes it irresistibly to 
mawkishness, but it’s got a” 
good, weary chorus. The guitar 
break also has trouble throw- 
ing off the MOR lethargy, but 
then a sighing orchestra comes 
in for the next verse and lifts it. 

The final song, “Boogie 
Woogie Dance”, is positively 
frantic and pretty unsatisfac- 
tory. * 

Throughout the album, 
what’s there is fine — well 
played, sung, arranged and 
produced — but there’s a vital 
spark missing in the songs. 

Right now, Thin Lizzy are 
unlikely to make anything less 
than a good record, but I don’t 
think Phil Lynott’s commit- 
ment to most of this material is 
sufficient to make it anything 
more. Phil McNeill 


this is anorexia 


